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EXP O SING 
I. The Fops and BEA ux who daily frequent 
that Academy. 


II. The Characters of the Wo ME N, (whether 
Maid, Wife, or Widow) who make this an 
Exchange for Aſſignations. 


III. The Buffoonry of the WE Ls H Ambaſſador. 
IV. The Humours of his Cuſtomers in their fe+ 


veral Apartments. 


WITH 


The RAK E s SONG on the Falſhood of 
Woman: The LIBERTINE's SONG: 
Another, by a Rejected VIRGIN: And the 
BELSIZE BAIT AD. 
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27 Ome angry Muſe aſſiſt my nimble Pen 
To laſh the Women, and chaſtiſe the 
Men, 
In this degen'rate Age, when rampant 
ce 


1 Vice, 
The Bane of Grace, and Loſs of Pra-. 
diſe, 


The moſt corrupted Will of them incites 
Texchange eternal Joys, for falſe Delights. 
Whoe'er the Vices of this Place will tell, 
Muſt fetch his Pen from the Abyſs of H— ; 
For H— it very lively repreſents, 

Where ev'ry Cull his Jilt with Sin contents. 
Bur as it is beyond all human Pow'r, 

For mortal Man to reach th'infernal Shore, 
With biting Satire, Gall, Fire, Sword, and Flame, 

Jayls, Scandal, Burn, Poverty, and Shame, 
I'll arm the furious Vengeance of my Pen, | 
To ſcourge the worſt of Womankind, and Men. 


| 
The 
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(6) 
The ſcandalous, lewd Houſe, that's call'd Be/fze, 
Where Sharpers lurk, yet Vice in publick lies, 
E publickly become a Rendezvous 
Of Strumpets, common as in common Stews : 
So give me leave to ſay, as here's no Grace, 
Sodom of old was a more righteous Place; 


For Angels hence four righteous Souls cou d call; 


But at Bellſiae, by Heav'n ! there's none at all. 
This Houſe, which is a Nuſance to the Land, 
Doth near a Park and handfom Gardens ſtand, 
Fronting the Road, betwixt a range of Trees, 
Which is perfumed with a Hamſtead Breeze, 
And on each fide the Gate's a Grenadier, _ 
Howe'er they cannot ſpeak, think, ſee, nor hear: 
Bur why they're poſted there, no Mortal knows, 
Unleſs it be to fright Jack-Daws, and Crows; 
For Rooks they cannot ſcare, who there reſort, 
To make of moſt unthoughtful Bubbles Sport, 

By Billiards, Cards, and Dice, or Ace of Hearts; 
For eaſily each Fool with's Money parts. 


Convenient this defiled Houſe is made, 
To bring the We/fþ Ambaſſador a Trade; 
For in the Houfe moft nice Apartments be, 
To make the Place the D-—=1's Nurſery. 
For ſuch as have more Silver than they've Gold, 
On the North- ſide there's common Slabber ſold, 
Where Coachmen, Skips, and other Mob do meet, 
Fach other over naſty Belch to greet. 
But thoſe who in the Coffee-Room will be, 
To drink dull Coftee, Chocolate, or Tea, 
Are Coquets, Prudes, and ſelf-conceited Beaux, 
Who are not known for Merit, but their Cloaths ; 


And 


nd 


And in the Tinſel Gaud'ry each appears 


(7) 

Shews they were 'got between ſome Taylor's Sheers. 
My Task was endleſs, I ſhou'd never ſtop, 

Was I obligd rexpoſe each fort of Fop 

That hither comes, to ſhew himſelf an Ass, 


When he has ſpent ſome Hours before his Glaſs , 


The Rambling Fop from France but newly come, 
That went out Sound, and brought Diſeaſes home: 
The Squeamiſh Fop, ſo nice in all things grown, 
That ſcarce his Fellow's to be found in Town: 
The Lazy Fop, that lies a Bed till Noon, 

And wonders how he chanc'd to riſe ſo ſoon : 

The Fop that do's to Bus neſs make pretence, 

Yet never guilty known of too- much Sence : 


-The City Fop. that Modiſh wou'd appear, 


And puts on Belt and Sword at Temple- Ban: 

The Cringing Fop, that do's to all Men bow , 

The Sharping Fop, who lives the Lord knows how: 
The Noiſie Fop, who'll talk a Man to death; 
And Swearing Fop, who lives on perjur'd Breath, 


In that Apartment, where the Cards and Dice 
To Knaves and Fools are given in a trice. 
Nay, if the Picture now of H— you'd view, 

And what d iſtracted Looks the Damn'd do ſhew ; 
Then hither come, where all the Rooks repair, 

To cheat the City Prig, or Country Heir. 

Oaths, loud*as Thunder, ſhakes the trembling Room, 
And pointed Curſes ſign each other's Doom. 

The Pox, the Plague, and all the Ills that fall, 

On wretched Mortals, on themſelves they call; 
Whilſt they, by the uncertain Chance of Dice, 

Loſe Manors, Lands, and Lordſhips in a trice: 
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(5) 


Is loſt at Hazz2rd in an Hour's fitting : 

And Loſs of Guineas proves the Lots of Senſe, 
For againſt Chance how can there be Netence ? 
Anger, Deſpair, and Fury fill the Face, 

And Paſſion joſtles Reaſon out of Place 
At laſt a Wretch, with whom the Furies dwell, 
Is by a fatal Thruſt diſmiſt ro H— ; 

T inform Old Nick, all at Beſſiae agree, 
Shortly to come and bear him company. 


In that Apartment, where they tipple Wine, 
And. wanton Lords, and am'rous Ladies Dine, 
There others, who will at the Charges be, 
May keep their noble Honours Company: 
Thus in among em creep ſhamn Gentlemen, 
And Bullies to ſurround th'infernal Den; 


Who ll (Jom o' Bedlam like) invade each Street, 
And quarrel, huff, and fight with all they meet: 


But it that one, whoſe Valour ſcorns to ſtoop 
To Noiſe and Nonſenſe, takes the Villains up, 
And Satisfaction for th'Aftront demand, 

They lower then their Topfails to his Hand, 
And ſay, Your Pardon, Sir, we do requeſt, 

By Gad, we thought you'd underſtood a Jelt , 
Their Bilbo's theath'd, each decently retires, 


Tutor to Young raw Fops, and Country Squires. 


Here Spark and Jilt do Aſſignations make, 

In amorous Intrigues a Pleaſure take; 

All Senſe of Reputation now abhorring, 

He lifts himſelt a Proſelyte for Whoring. : 


So what the Father ſcores of Years was getting, 


Whoring! What Pleaſure does the Sound afford ? 


Whoring ! that lovely fine delicious Word + 


With! 
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(9) 


With Jilt he all his broken Vows repeats; 
With her he values no Expence in Treats ; 
Whatever her fond Appetite can crave, 

"Tis but to ask, and ſhe as ſoon ſhall have. 
Nay, tho' ſome Years before the Nothing fled 
Yet he'll be thought to have her Maidenhead ; 
A vicious Conſtancy he now will own, 

And is not weary of her Service grown ; 

Till in her Lap th'inchanted Cull ſhe rocks, 
And lovingly requites him with a Fox. 


Then curſes he her Falſhood, when too late, 


Sweats, for her ſake, her Sex he'll ever hate: 
And whilſt with Boluſſes and Pills he's fed, 
Theſe Lines he hums in Pain upon his Bed: 


SONG. 


To the Tune, I Love thee more and more each Day. 


I 


W EN ſubtle Serpent did deceive 
The Woman with Temptation, 
Th ambitious, too-believing Eve 
Entail'd on Man Damnation; 
And falſer flill ber Sex do's grow, 
As 10 all Falſbood given; 


Which makes em know, which makes em Know, 


Which makes em now no Heaven. 


II. 


Their golden Promiſes invade 

The Province of Man's Reaſon ; 

And when the rebellious Conqueſt's made, 
They triumph in the Treaſon, 


B 
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*Tis their Conſpiracy to ſhake 
Poor Man's celeſtial Station; 

Thus they forſake, thus they forſake, 
Thus they forſake Salvation. 


III 


But, for the future, curſed be 
The Man that does adore them; 
Or, for the quenching L——= 5, 
 TIWou'd any way implore them. 
Adieu, adiew to Womantkind ! 
My Heart from them I'll ſever ; 
Then Bliſs we'll find, then Bhſs we'll find, 
Then Bliſs we'll find for ever. 


Tho' here's another Clapt, and Clapt again, 
Yet Sound, or Unſound Tilt hell not refrain; 
Inconſtancy, the PraQtice of the Ape, 
Makes him all Women that he ſees engage. 
One Woinan takes him with her charming Air, 
This, cauſe ſhe's Black; the other, r ſhe's Fair; 
Nov, now he dies for Sy/v:2's charming Eyes, 
Till Cælias Singing did his Soul ſurprize; C 
His trifling Heart ſhe for a while poſſeſt, 
Till *twas remov'd to Roſalinda s Brealt ; 
But long ſhe cou'dn't of her new Treaſure boaſt, 
For ſoon the Rake did take another Poſt. 
Octavia next would the gay Bubble claim, 
But ſtill for Daphne he'd a greater Flame; 
For her he languiſh'd in ſoft fond Deſire, 
Till Horimena ſet his Heart on Fire; 
Awhile indeed he revels in her Arms, bined 
But ſoon was captiv'd with A/meria's Charms; 


Fol; 


() 
For full two Hours ſhe held her airy Lover, 
"Till Arabella did new Charms diſcover ; 
But her Gallant ſhe did not long enjoy, ; 
Eer Lydia was preſented with the Toy, 
And tho ſhe'd Magick that might cauſe its ſtay, | 
Yet Cariſtella beckon'd it away, q 
In half a Day the Inclination fled, : 
And Belvedira reigned in her ſtead ; ; 
But long ſhe had not over him Command, 
Before the Sceptre's giv'n to Fora's Hand. 
Thus thro” Inconſtancy he runs a Race, 
Enamour d is with ev'ry new-ſeen Face, 5 
And then the Rake his Fickleneſs diſplays ; 
Among his boon Companions, in theſe Lays: i 


SONG _ _— 


To the Tune of Belſize Minuet. 


I. | 
Sa Cupid ! z/e thy Art, | 
Wound me, wound me, | | 
Wound me, wound me thro' my ſoft Heart: | 
Conguering Cupid ! &c. { Repeat the three Lines.] | 
Thy bloody Enfigns, oh! now I will bear, 
And of. freſh Conqueſts, Conqueſts, Conqueſts, 
| Never deſpair : 
n Every Maid, who of Love is afraid, 
Shall a Victim, | 
Shall a Victim to Venus be made, + 


II. 
Beautiful Venus! who reigns Above, | 
Aid me, aid me, 
Aid me, aid me in what I love * 
Foſ Beautiful Venus! Cc. ae! 
. 5 


) Fair : 


AS 
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If Gods are above, &c. | Repeat. ] 


fove in all Shapes, &c. Repeat. 


For Nature allows we Love ſhould obey. 


As Helen the Fair to Paris you gave, 
Grant I ſuch Beauty, Beauty, Beauty, 
Beauty may have : 
Beauties who'll dart all Kings to the Heart, 
Shall be Captives, 
Shall be Captives, ere we depart. 


III. 


F Gods are above, then Gods looſt down, 
Help me, help me, 
Help me, help me to Cupid's Crown : 


On your bright Shrines I'll ſacrifice 
Unſpotted Virgins, Virgins, Vireins ; 
Don't Virgins deſpiſe * 
Seraglio's Ill keep, new Pleaſures to reap, 
For Goddeſſes, 
Bright Goddeſſes, young Gallants did Keep, 


IV. 


Jove in all Shapes the World ranged over, 
Beauty, Beauty, $00 
Beauty. beauteous Charms to adore , 


» + „ re Fg 


erce Bull, white Swan, and a golden Show'r, 
He was when falling, falling, falling 
Tyr Danae's Tow'r :. 
So Mortats may to Love, Homage pay; 
For Nature allows, . 


Into the Long Room go, youll there eſpy 


The very Quinteſſence of Vanity, . 
There ev'ry Fop, and Coquet ſtrives to ride 
To endleſs Sorrow on the Wings of Pride; 


Whilfi 


(13) 
Whilſt Ball, or Concert is performing there; 
How Beau and Jilt at one another ſtare ! 
He gives her the kind Wink, with leering Eye, 
Indeed he does it moſt judiciouſſy; 
Then Spaniſh Snuff to Modiſh Noſe is put, 
Ar which periumed Handkerchiet's drawn out, 
T*adjuſt ſome bold Diſorder in the Face, 
And put the Chin-Patch in its proper Place. 
The Women too, who to this Houle reſort 
For Recreation, and ſome other Sport, 
T'intice the other Sex to Wickedneſs, 
Do in moſt unbecoming Faſhions dreſs. 
Pride is the Deity they moſt adore, 
Hardly their own dear ſelves they cheriſh more; 
Some thro' all hunted Nature's Secrets trace, 
To fill the Furrows of a wrinkled Face; 
And after all their Toil, pray mark the Curſe, 


They've only made that which was bad, much worſe. 


Nay, thoſe that are reputed to be Fair, | 
And know how Courted, how Admir'd they are, 
Who, one wou'd think, God had form'd ſo compleat, 
They had no need to make his Gifts a Cheat ; 
Yet they too in Adulteration ſhare, 

And wou'd, in ſpite of Nature, be more Fair : 
They Patch and Paint, ſome Cully to intice 
To the Allurements of a Carnal Vice; 
The Path with Jilts in Drwry-lane they tread, 
In Sin's Black Book they're ſo profoundly read, 
Thar whenſoe'er they die, we well may fear 
The very Tindure of the Crimes they bear, 
ith ſtrange Infuſion may inſpire the Duſt, 
Ind in the Grave commit true Acts of Luft, 
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Ihe ſatisfy'd her moſt inſatiate Womb, 


(14) 

But Man that's wiſe will baniſh from his Breaſt 
Theſe impudent Invaders of his Reft, 
Baniſh theſe cruel Authors of his Woes, 

That rob his Soul of all its ſweet Repoſe; 
Let not her treach'rous Arts, bewitching Wiles, 
Her Sighs, nor Tears, nor her deluding Smiles, 
Your vow'd eternal Reſolution move, | 
Or make you talk, or think, or dream of Love : 
The whining Curſe e'er baniſh from your Mind, 
And with ir, all baſe Thoughts of Womankind, 


In this ſame Room of Mirth and Harmony, 

You'll ſee all Patterns of Inconſtancy, 

In rampant Widow, Virgin, or a Wite, 

Th Original and Spring of all our Strife, 

The ſudden Turns of their Inconſtancy, 

In the Ehpheſian Matron we may ſee, | / 

Who to the Grave with her dead Husband went, L 

And clos'd her ſelf up in his Monument, 7 

Where on cold Marble ſhe lamenting lay, A 
T 
[ 
M 
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And, ſeem'd to mourn her wretched Lite away. 
The wond'ring World extoll'd her faithful Mind, 
Extoll'd her as the beſt of Womankind : 

But ſee the World's Miſtake ; and, with it, ſee K 
The ſtrange Effeꝙ of wild Inconſtancy T, 
For ſhe her ſelf, e en in that ſacred Room, | 
With one brisk, vig'rous Onſet was o'ercome ; 


And made a Brothel of her Husband's Tomb, 

Whoſe pale Ghoſt trembled in its facred Shroud, 
Wond'ring that Heav'n the impious Act allow'd , 
Horror in Robes of Darkneſs ſtalkt around, | 
And through the frighted Tomb did Groans reſound; ; 


The 


t 
f 


(15) 
The very Marbles wept ; the Furies howl'd, 
And in hoarſe Murmurs their Amazement told. 
All this ſhook not the Dictates of her Mind, 
But with a Boldneſs ſuited to be Kind, 
She made her Husband's Gholt (in Death, a Slave, ) 
Her nęceſſary Pimp, ev'n in his Grave 
But [ need not an Inſtance fetch ſo old, 
There now live thoſe that are as Bad, and Bold, 
Of Quality, Young, Vig tous, Luſtful Fair, 
But, for their Husbands ſakes, their Names III ſpare, 
As alſo Widows, and the Am'rous Maid, | 
Who (like her Mother's) not of Sin afraid, 
In whoſe vile Manſions nothing doth reſide 
But rank Ambition, Luxury, and Pride. 


At Beſſiæe- Houſe this Tribe to Vices giv n, 

Averſe to all the Laws of Man, and Heav'n, 

For fear the Szyg:ar Regions ſhou'd be thin, 

They there retire, for propagating Sin; 

And, by unlawful Paſtimes, ſtrive to be 

The Mark of Scorn, Contempt, and Infamy. 
, 1 muſt confeſs, that Rome's imperial Whore, 
| More fam'd for Vice, than for the Crown ſhe wore, 
, Herſelf wou'd into ſuch lewd Houſes thruſt, 
To quench the raging Fury of her Luſt ; 
And by ſuch AQtions bravely got her Name, 
Born up for ever on the Wings of Fame ; 
But ſuch a Fame, which makes her Memory 
Moſt odious in the fight of Virtue be. 
Shew me the Perſons who wou'd not be III, 
hen they conveniently can have their Will, 
id"; (i Belſize-Houſe, where ev ry ſort and kind 
als Df Harlots, Fops and Beaux may daily find, 
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(16) 
Such Choice, that once I ſaw a Virgin there, 
Who was well Dreſs'd, moſt Beautiful, and Fair, 
Yet by the Beaux was ſlighted and neglected : 
When finding that ſhe was ſo much rejected, 
Into a Corner of the Park ſhe went, 
And thus ſhe gave her am rous Paſſion vent: 


SON G. 


To the Tune of, 'Twas when the Seas were roar ing. 


L. 


Hat Fate attends my Beauty ? 
My various Charms neglett? 
To Love I pay my Duty, 
Jer Man do's me rejet : 
All am'rous Airs I've uſed, 
And tempting Geſtures ſhew'd, 
Tet none by me are noozed, 
My Favours are not ſu d. 


II. 


As Coming as young Phyllis 
15 Demophoon pro d, a 
T do aſſure my Will is, 
Jo be by Man Belou d: 
No. Ariadne better 
Lov'd Theſeus, than I 
Love Courtſhip, yet cann't fetter 
No Fop by Glance of Eye. 


(% 


Tho FEneas Dido /jebred | 
When bed ber Maidenhead, 7 
At Falſhood I'm not ſrigbted; ; 
To die a Maid I dread + | 
So, on any Terms a Lover : 1 
Ie pleas d to offer me, 9 
My Heart will ſoon diſcover, | 
Complying I will be. © | 


IV. 


e Pow'rs of Love and Pleaſure, 
Be I Wiſe, or otherwiſe, 

Grant I my Virgin-Treaſure 
May make a Sacrifice 

T* a Spark with Vigour laden, 2 5 0 
Ere Death my End doth tell; : 

For, if I die a Maiden, . 
1 muſt lead Apes in H—. 4 


Vet I againſt em muſt be moſt ſevere : 
For as they're tinctur'd from the Womb with Sin, 
They're Saints without, but D-—s all within; 
Like Sodom's Apples, rotten at the Core, 
You'll find at Be/{z& Houſe each Common Wh——; 
Who is the Source and Fountain of Man's Woe, 
From whence Deſpair and Doubt for ever flow ; | 
The Gall, that mingles with our- beſt Delight, 
Rank to the Taſte, and Nauſeous to the Sight; 
A-Days the Weight of Luſt that clogs the Breaſt, BS 
At Night the Hag that do's diſturb our Reſt ; — 9 
Our mortal Sickneſs in the midſt of Health, 
II. ThyChains in our Freedom, Poverty in Wealtk; . 
aaa | QC: 
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| 
Altho' the Female Sex are ſtil'd the Fair, | 
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'Th' eternal Peſtilence, and Plague of Life, 


The very Riſe of Diſcord, Shame, and Strife. 


Our rops and Beaux as bad as Strumpets be, 
And glory in ſubduing Chaſtity ; 
Theſe Puppets to themſelves engroſs but all 
That's either fickle, vain, or whimſical. 
Many Examples evidently prove 
A Fop's not true and conſtant in chaſte Love ; 
For when to Woman Love by him is made, 
She yielding, finds it Luſt in Maſquerade : 
So ſhe that's firft eſpous'd to Virtue, mult 
Be moſt Inconſtant when ſhe yields to Luſt. 
Belize we juſtly may call Venus School, 
Where Fops ſtile ev'ry Virtuous Woman, Fool ; 
And if ſhe talks of ſacred Deity, 
Straight is ſhe tax'd with Ungenrility ; 
Unleſs it be the little Blinded Boy, 
Cupid, that Childiſh God, that trifling Toy, 
Thar certain Nothing, whom they feign to be 
The Son of Venus, Daughter of the Sea. 
But were he true, none ſerve him as they ſhou'd, 
Since it is in a melancholly Mood, 
That thoſe who do this wounding God adore, 
To favour their Addreſſes to a Wh—p; 
Or elle a fort of Hypocrites Fops are, 
Who invocate him only as a Snare ; 
And by him they do ſacred Love pretend, 
Whenas Heav'n knows they have a baſer End. 


Nor is he God of Love ; but if 1 muſt 


Give him a Title, he's the God of Luſt ; 
And ſurely Woman impious mult be, 
Whene'er the doth become his Votary ; 


Unleſs 
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_ Unleſs, ſhe will believe, without Controul, 
Thoſe that did hold, a Woman had no Soul; 
So then ſhe thinks no Obligation lies 

On her to act what may be juſt or wiſe , 
She only ſtrives to pleaſe her Appetite, 

And to imbrace that which C:th moſt delight. 
But if this Paradox ſhe doth believe, 
Whatever Faith doth pleaſe, ſhe may receive; 
She may be cw, Turk, Atheiſt, Infidel, _ 
Or any thing, when ſhe do's dread no Hell; 
For if ſhe hath no Soul, what need ſhe fear, 
Something, ſhe knows not what, or when 
By what I've ſaid you eafily may ſee 
What Men, what Women at Belſige-Houſe be. 
This is the Houſe where Strumpets Whore in State ; 
This is the Houſe where Gatneſters meet their Fate; 
This is the Houſe where Drunkenneſs preſides, 

And were each ſort of Vice in Triumph rides ; 

So as tis Vice do's carry here the Day, 

The following Lines ſhall ſhew the D=1's ſway. 


Unleſs 
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The Beſſae BALLAD. 


To the Tune, Te Beaux of Pleaſure. 
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Faux who love Sporting, 
loung Virgins Courting 


Be all reſorting 


To Houſe of Belfize : 
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If Love's a Pleaſure, 
Make Love your Treaſure, 
And — without meaſure, 
With languiſhing Eyes. 


II. 


There's downright Whoring, 

And Cuckolds poring, 

With Bullies roaring, 
Chouc'd Culls to bite + 

Toung Strumpets ſtaring, 

At new Garbs wearing, 

Whilſt Gameſters ſwearing 
Both Day and Night. 


III. 


Jilis are Inticing, 
Whilſt Rooks are Dicing, 


And Gutlers ſlicing 


Fiſh, Fleſh, and Fow!. 
Here's Bawd with Cully, 
With ſwearing Bully, 
Lord looking dully, 

Dull like an Oul. 


IV. 


Here's often hunting, 
With Bunters bunting, 
And Fat-caps grunting, 
Like Sw + Hog * 


* 


Sonic 


Some 


E 

Some Fops of bleeding 

Their Irulls are leading, 

Whilſt Madam's feeding 
er Spaniel. Dag. 


V. 


In Garden walking 

They're Nonſence talking ; 

Whilſt Prigs are ſtalking 
About the Par; 

W here's killing Foxes, % 

And gaudy Doxtes 

Are giving Poxes 


Jo rampant Spark. 


VL. 


For Maids they're fiſhing, 
But none (ir) catching, 
They're Thornbacks watching 
From Place to Flace ; 
Who, tho they re cunning, 
Jo Net are running, 
No Sportſman ſhunning, 
For want of Grace. 


VII. 
Here's ſebing, panting, 
Loud roaring, ranting, 
Kiſſing and canting 
In ev'ry Room 
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Here's finging, lying, 
_Dull fidling, dying, 
Laughing, and crying 
At Cupid's Doom, 


VIII. 


Here Coaches burry, 
Lords Ladies worry, 
And Favours curry, 
By bawdy Songs : 
i Here's maſyuerading 
To Keep the Trading 
Of H— from fading ; 
1o H— it belongs, 


The Wet Ambaſſador has many Ways 
Fools Pence, whilſt Summer-ſeaſon holds, to raiſe :; 
For *tis not only Chocolate and Tea, 
With Ratifia, brings him Company; 
Nor is it Claret, Rheniſb Wine, or Sack, 
The fond and rampant Lords and Ladies lack, 
Or Ven ſon-Paſty for a certain Diſh, 
With ſeveral Varieties of Fifth ; 
But hither they and other Chubs reſort, 
To ſee the Welſh Ambaſſador make Sport, 


Who mounting on a Horſe, rides oer the Park, 


Whilſt Cuckolds wind the Horn, and Beagles bark, 
And in the Art of Hunting has the luck 
To kill in fatal Corner tired Buck, 


The which he roaſts, and Stews, and ſometimes bakes, 
Whereby His Exce//ency Profit makes. 


He 
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He Hnd your Content at that juſt Value prize, 
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He alſo on another Element 

Do's give his chouced Cuſtomers Content, 

With Net, or Angling-Rod, to catch a Diſh 

Of Trouts, or Carp, or other ſorts of Fiſh : 

But yet among his Fiſh there be no Maids ; 

All Thornbacks, whom we cannot well call Jades; 
Becauſe if they do Cvpid s Play admire, 

'Tis my Opinion, they will never tire; 

For the ſoft Muſick, in the Gardens play'd, 
Makes Women Love and Luft call to their Aid. 


But, awful Powers ! why was it your Will, 
To mix Man's ſolid Good with ſo much III? 
But you foreſaw our Crimes wou'd ſoar too high, 
And ſo made them your Vengeance to ſupply : 
For not the wild deſtructive Waſte of War, 
Nor all the endleſs Lab'rinths of the Bar, 
Famine, Revenge, perpetual loſs of Health, 
No, nor that grinning Fiend, Deſpair itſelf, 
When it inſults with moſt tyrannick Sway, 
Can plague or torture Man ſo much as they. 
But hold. Don't let me blame the Pow'rs divine, 
Or at the wondrous Works they made, repine; 
All firſt was Good, form'd by th unerring Will, 
Tho' ſince degenerated much to Ill; | 
Ev'n Woman was at firſt made Chaſt, and Good : 
But, ah! not long in that bleſt ſtate ſhe ſtood ; 
Swift as a Meteor-glides thro' Air, ſhe fell, 
ind ſhew'd how ſoon her Sex cou'd run to H—. _ 


Beware then, dull deluded Man, beware, 
und let not vicious Woman be your Snare; 
corn their vain Smiles, their little Arts deſpiſe, 
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As not to let thoſe rav'nous Thieves of Prey 
Rifle, and bear the ſacred Gueſt away; 

*Tis they, tis they who rob us of that Gem; 
How cou'd we loſe it, were it not for them? 
Avoid 'em then, with all the gaudy Arts 
They daily praQiſe, ro amuſe our Hearts ; 
Avoid *em, as you wou'd avoid their Cri mes, 
Or the mad Follies that infeſt the Times. 


Yet now, ſhou'd ſome, ( for, doubleſs, we may find 
Mary a ſtoopid Als among Mankind) 
Contemn the good and wholſome Rules I give, 
And in contempt of what I've wrir, ſtill live 
Like baſe-Soul'd Slaves, and Fetters chuſe to wear, 
When they may be as unconhn'd as Air, 
May all the Plagues, ill Women can invent, 
Purſue em with eternal Puniſhment. 


But yet I never was ſo very mad, 

As not to think ſome of our Sex were bad; 
For ſome there are as bad as bad can be, 
In all the Myſt'ries of Iniquity. 

Into what Heaps of Sin ſome Men do run, 
Since this terreſtrial Globe has firſt begun 
In Luſt we have all other Realms excell'd, 
By making Whores of all wou'd to them yield ; 
Have courted all the Females in their way, 
And oft defign'd to make a wretched Prey 

Ot pure chaſt Virgins ; or, what's almoſt worſe, 
Make ſome chaſt Wives to merit a Divorce. 


Some Women, for their Love and Chaſtity, 
By learned Pens, Immortalized be. 
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The Chaſt Lxcretia, whom young Targuin lov d, 
Herſelf ſhe flew ; her Chaſtity ſhe prov'd. 
Witneſs thoſe Saxon Ladies, who did fear 

The Loſs of Honour, when the Danes were here, 
And cut oft Lips and Noſes, that they might 
Not Pleaſing ſeem, or give the Danes Delight : 
Thus having done hat they cou'd juſtly do, 

At laſt they fell their Sacrifices too. 

In Conſtancy ſome Women do excel, 

That ſteady Virtue ſometimes in em dwell ; 
For many Women. often do expire 

With their dead Husbands, in a Pile of Fire; 
But this is done by Indian Women, who 

Do make their Conſtancy immortal too. 

The German Women Conſtancy did ſhow, 
When Wensberg was beſieg d, begg'd they might go 
Out of the City, with no bigger Facks 

Than each of them cou'd carry on their Backs. 
The wond'ring World expected they'd have gone 
Laded with Treaſures from their Native Home 3 
But, croſſing ExpeQtation, each did take | 
Her Husband, as her Burden, on her Back ; 

So ſav'd him from intended Death; and ſhe 

At once gave him both Life and Liberty. 


* 

Such Women Men as Goddeſſes might prize, 
ut ſuch cannot be met with at Be//ize ; 
The beſt of Women that ye meet with there, 
ire ſuch as daily wander from the ſphere 
Of Virtue, that they may with Vices move, 
und Joyn with Fellows in infatiate Love; | 
or when they're once eſpous d to Vice, they mult ; 
conſtancy doth make them yield to Luſt, 
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Tis true, thoſe Strumpets who do ramble here, 
They may repent, tho that's a thing I tear 
But if they ſhou'd repent, why then again 
It wou'd at beſt but mitigate their Pain : 
Becauſe they have been Vile to that degree, 
That their Repentance mult eternal be. 


Yet fince the Loſs of Adem's Happineſs, 
Men are as bad as Women, I contels : 
Some by an Ignis fatuus go aſtray, 
And wander in a wrong, falſe, vicious Way: 
Some Mortals, whole moſt dark, benighted Senſe, 
For want of Light, han't Pow'r ro make Defence 
Againſt thoſe many tempting Pleaſures, where 
They, and the Women view the D-—ls Fair, 
That's kept at Be/ſzze- Houſe, that Houſe of Sin, 
Where Satan for weak Mortals lays a Gin; 
For here they do not enter in by Pairs, 
As into Noab's Ark did Wolves and Bears, 
And other Beaſts ; but here dull R-—s and W 5 
Do daily enter in by Threes and Fours, 
To ſhew how they degenerated be 
From their firſt Native Orb of Purity. 


But why they like Be//zze, I cannot tell, 
Unleſs it makes them be in love with H—. ; 
For, having fallen out with Goodneſs, they 
The Rules of Virtue ſoon will diſobey; 
For Vice and They fo nearly are ally'd, 

That nothing can their mutual Ties divide; 
Like Light and Heat incorporate they ate, 
And interwov'd with an internal Care. 

It ſuch a Thing at Be//7ze-Howſe there be, 
As that which we may call true Modelly, 
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Tis ſoon Antipodes to that, and all 

That's Good, or that we fimply Civil call. 
From Virtue's Yoke they here are ſoon releas d 
Turn Bully, Hector, or an human Beaſt : 

For tho for Beaſts to ſpeak comes rare to paſs, 
Yet may they parallel with £a/aam's Als, 


7 


So great is Man's Ambition, that he wou'd 
Have all the Wealth and Power, if he cou'd, 
That is beſtow'd upon the ſev'ral Thrones 
Ot glorious Monarchs, covets all their Crowns. 
But in ſo great a Lab'rinth as Pride, 

I ſhou'd not enter, nor won t be employ'd, 

For to ſearch out their ſtrange and unknown Crimes, 
So many are apparent in theſe Times, 

My ſmall Arithmetick can never tell 

Half of the Sins that commonly do dwell 

In one poor ſordid Swain ; then how can I 

Define th' unheard of, baſe Debauchery 

Which at Bee Men ev'ry Day do act, 

And impudently glory in the Fact. 


My Pen it do's not puzzle, to repeat 

The Crimes of Men extravagantly great ; 
Howe'er, I name them not, but let em ſee 

I know they're bad, and odious unto me. 
Whene'er a Man with raging Luſt doth burn, 
One Woman ſcarce will ſerve the Lecher's turn ; 
Too often may we ſee, it is not Wife, 

That mutual Name, can regulate his Life; 
Nay, tho' he for his Luſt might have a ſhrowd, 
And there might be Poligamy allow'd, | 


Let all his Wives wou'd ſurely be abhorr'd, 


And ſtill ſome Common Lais be ador'd ; 
| D 2 For 
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Por all the Water in Bee Canal 

if The Fury of his Luſt wou'd never cool, 

The dire Effects of Luſt I cannot tell, 

But I ſuppoſe they're catalogud in Hell; 

And he, perhaps, at laſt may read ir there, 

Written in Flames, fierce as his own whilſt here. 

Yet, cou'd the Weth Ambaſſador be made 

The Scape-Goat, when he was in Newgate laid, 

And all the Sins of thoſe who ſee him, bear, 

Then to Be/frze-Houſe they might ſtill repair, 

To Whore, and Guzzle, Sing, and Dance, and Game. 
Whilſt Virtue triumphs o'er their endleſs Shame. | 


Satyr, I think, can never be too keen, 
For what at Belſiæe-Houſe is daily ſeen ; f 
The Noiſe of Mufick, which the Ear invades, - 
Works ſtrange Effects in Widows, Wives or Maids ; 
Whilſt Guzzling makes the Rakes ſo very drunk, | 
That they're in Love with either Bawd or Punk. h 
Their Singing can be term'd but Syrens Songs, / 
Chanted from falſe, lewd, and deluding Tongues : | 5 
Jellies, Cavear, and other dainty Bits, V 
Luſt to provoke, are eaten by young Tits, A 
Who finding Cap or Pox upon em come, A 
At ſome Quack-DoQtor's take a private Room: B 
The Qxacks, thoſe lewd Impoſtors of the Times, IA 
Fam'd tor their Pills, their Spirits, and their Rhimes, 
With promis'd Hopes, ExpeCting Fools betray, 

And ſend em more Diſtemper'd thence away: He 


Death thro the Town is ſcatter'd in their Bills, M 
And Execution ſwallow'd in their Pills. ſs 
Twou'd blaſt a modeſt Muſe t approach too near, * 
A dire Infectior now Rains Hampſtead Mir ; Ne 
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But draw the Veil, and let the Wretches die, 
Curſing th EfteQts of their baſe Lechery. 


Here Fellows Drink to ſuch profuſe Exceſs, 
That they can act the greateſt Wickedneſs; 
And think, as Fumes of Wine in them abound, 
With mad Copernicus, the Earth turns round. 
Drunkards their Guts with various Liquors ſtuff, 
As if therein they'd Liquor have enough | 
To quench the Flames of H—, whenever Fate 
Tranſports their Souls into a Future State 
Or elſe they ſtrive, at Bacchanelian Feaſts, 

To Drink themſelves with Pleaſure into Beaſts , 
That they thereby incapable may be 
Of ſure D n in Futurity, 


But he who's ſo Unſteady, as to take 
Example by ſuch Men, ſhou'd never make 
Me to believe he'll Sober be, or Chaſt, 
And, without Pattern, never had embrac'd : 
Such kind of Force at beſt, ſuch Virtue's weak, 
Which ſoon with ſuch a ſlender ſtreſs will break: 
And that's no Virtue, which cannot withſtand 
A ſlight Temptation at the ſecond-hand ; 
But Man's ſo eager of each fatal Sin, 
As if he fear'd he ſhou'd not do't agen. 


To ſee at Belſize- Houſe an arrant Slut, 
How ſhe her Tail will wriggle, Capers cut, 
Methinks proclaims, her various Airs and Shapes, 
Is but to mimick old Baboons and Apes. 
What Pleaſure is't to ſee an Harlot Dance ? 
No more than tis to ſte a Gelding Prance; 


(30) 
It is her Fear that Shape then to retain, 
Which God and Nature did for her ordain. 


But farther let me blaſt Be/zze with Shame, 
Where Men, and Women too, profuſely Game; 
Whilſt Cheats and Sharpers are by Culls maintain'd, 
The Wife and Children, by his Loſs, diſdain'd, 
Wretched and poor unto their Friends return, 
Having got Nothing, unleſs Cauſe to mourn. 


If Heav'n ordains my Single-Life to change, 
To Belſize-Houſe no Wife ſhou'd ever range, 
Unleſs I'd change the Name of Wife to Whore, 
And, by her Gaming, be reduced Poor. 

Here in all forts of Shapes they Whore and Rant, 
Game, Drink, and moſt Laſcivious Ballads chant. 
Thus, by the Heathen Poets, I've been told, 

How finely Jupiter Intrigu'd with Gold; 

And, when the Shape of Bull and Swan put on, 
To get ſome Mortal Maidenhead was gone. 


Oh ! fince the Welſh Ambaſſador was ſent 
To Newgate, what fad Grief and Diſcontent 
Was ſhewn by Feps, Pimps, Cullies, Fools, and Knaves, 
And Women, who to Venery are Slaves : 
Jilts, by incented Heav'n in Paſſion hurl'd 
From thence, to plague and vex this wicked World : 
For Spirits of Air and Flame may be withſtood, 
But who can ſhun a Dl of Fleſh and Blood? 
No ſooner was the News ſpread o'er the Town, 
That Juſtice ſiriv'd the Hero to put'down, 
Who cunning Foxes kills, and half-ſtarv'd Bycks, 
By faſtning him with Iron Bolts and Locks: 


But 


( 
[ 
F 
5 
\ 


es, 


© 933 


But his Confinement ev'ry one deplore, 
From Jilt of O ty to Suburb-Whore. 
But fince he hath obtaind his Liberty 

By Habeas, the Wicked merry be, 

Whom he, by Advertiſements, now invites, 
To viſit him amidſt his falſe Delights; 
Afluring them, that thirty Men ſhall be 
Upon the Road, for their Security. 

But whether one half of this Rabble-Guard, 
Whilſt rother half's Aſleep on Watch and Ward, 
Don't Rob the People they pretend to Save, 
I to th' Opinion of the Readers leave. 


Shall all the World the Senſe of Man perlwade 
There is at Pe//ize-Houſe an honeſt Maid, 
A Widow, or, what Fools do call a Wife, 
The Clog and Plague of what is Human Lite. 
The Houſe is but a moſt uncertain Place 
Of honeſt Froes, not Women wanting Grace. 
It Wives, their Husbands muſi then with 'em be, 
To guard their Purſes, and their Chaſtity, 
Forbear the Houſe, where Ruin do's attend 
The Iſſue; for who's the moſt faithful Friend 
To him that keeps it, hell do what's not right, 
But play with Friend and Foe the Hypocrite. 


By thus expoling Sin, all Men may ſee 
How to correct their own Impiety ; 
For ſo far diff rent Virtue is from Vice, 
One merits Hell, the other Paradiſe. 
Like Solomon, the Wiſeſt Yetoiſb King, 
Behold, A/, Vanity} in ev'ry Thing; 
No Pleaſure at Belſzze is to be found, 
Where Ruin and Deſtruction do abound, 
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Oh! the mad Infolence of Nature's Frame, | 
Preſumptuous Clay, that thinks its Sin no Shame, 
Moſt bravely with Infernal Powers meet, 
And trample all their Counſels under Feet. 
For if ye'd in the School of Virtue dwell, 
Satan cannot enlarge his finful Hell. 
Scorn all the Vices of the modern Times, 
Which do uſurp the Glory of their Crimes ! 
To Virtue and Religion faithful be, 
To gain the Bleſſings of Etetnity, 
Which is a moving Wheel that turned ever, 
And on its Axel will leave turning never. 


